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???????????????it is exceedingly difficult to direct a life



















































The New York rivers dangled lights along the banks like lanterns on
a wire ; the Long Island marshes stretched the twilight to a blue
Campagna. Glimmering buildings hazed the sky in a luminous patch-
work quilt. Bits of philosophy, odds and ends of acumen, the ragged
ends of vision suicided in the sentimental dusk. The marshes lay
black and flat and red and full of crime about their borders. Yes, Vin-
cent Youmans wrote the music. Through the labyrinthine sentimen-
talities of jazz, they shook their heads from side to side and nodded
across town at each other, streamlined bodies riding the prow of the


















Dahlias stuck out of green tins at the station flower stalls like the pa-
per fans that come with popcorn packages ; the oranges were piled
like Minié balls along the newsstands ; the windows of the buffet de
la gare sported three American grapefruit like the balls of a gastro-
nomic pawnshop. Saturated air hung between the train windows and
Paris like a heavy blanket.?153??????
???????????????????the paper fans that come with















?a blue Campagna???????????lanterns on a wire???lumi-
nous patchwork of quilt???????????????????????
























???????Miles and miles of pas de bourrée, her toes picking the floor
like the beaks of many feeding hens, and after ten thousand miles you got








The black eyes moved in frank childish inspection over Alabama’s
body, loose and angular as those silver triangles in an orchestra?over
her broad shoulder blades and the imperceptible concavity of her long
legs, fused together and controlled by the resilient strength of her


























Thinking, she thinks romantically on her sister’s beau. Randolph’s
hair is like nacre cornucopias pouring forth those globes of light that
make his face. She thinks that she is like that inside, thinking in this
nocturnal confusion of her emotions with her response to beauty. She
??????????
thinks of Dixie with excited identity as being some adult part of her-
self divorced from her by transfiguring years, like a very sunburned
arm which might not appear familiar if you had been unconscious of
its alterations. To herself, she appropriates her sister’s love affair.
Her alertness makes her drowsy. She has achieved a suspension of
herself with the strain of her attenuated dreams. She falls asleep. The
moon cradles her tanned face benevolently. She grows older sleeping.
Someday she will awake to observe the plants of Alpine gardens to be
largely fungus things, needing little sustenance, and the white discs
that perfume midnight hardly flowers at all but embryonic growths ;
and, older, walk in bitterness the geometrical paths of philosophical
Le Nôtres rather than those nebulous byways of the pears and mari-
golds of her childhood.?13 ??????























































The green hills of Connecticut preached a sedative sermon after the
rocking of the gritty train. The gaunt, disciplined smells of New Eng-
land lawn, the scent of invisible truck gardens bound the air in tight
bouquets. Apologetic trees swept the porch, insects creaked in the
baking meadows widowed of their crops. There didn’t seem room in
the cultivated landscape for the unexpected. If you wanted to hang








?The human body was very insistent. Alabama passionately hated her in-
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Sometimes her foot hurt her so terribly that she closed her eyes and
floated off on the waves of the afternoon. Invariably she went to the
same delirious place. There was a lake there so clear that she could
not tell the bottom from the top ; a pointed island lay heavy on the
waters like an abandoned thunderbolt. Phallic poplars and bursts of
pink geranium and a forest of white-trunked trees whose foliage
flowed out of the sky covered the land. Nebulous weeds swung on the
current : purple stems with fat animal leaves, long tentacular stems
with no leaves at all, swishing balls of iodine and the curious chemi-
cal growths of stagnant waters. Crows cawed from one deep mist to
another. The word?sick?effaced itself against the poisonous air and
jittered lamely about between the tips of the island and halted on the
white road that ran straight through the middle.?Sick?turned and
twisted about the narrow ribbon of the highway like a roasting pig on
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